zoo 


Is with a mighty power Landed at Milford, 
Is colder Ncwes, but yet they mull be told* 

Rich. Away towards Sal$bury,whilc we reafon here, 
A Royall batteil might be wonoe and loft: 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
j To Salsbury, the reft march on with mc. Flori/h. Exeunt 
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Enter Derby ,4ud Sir Chrifiopher. 

Der. Sir Cbriftopher,tt\\ Richmond this from me, 
That in the ftyc of the moft deadly Bore, 
My Sonne George Stanley is frankt vp in hold : 
If I reuolt, off goes yong Georges head, 
The fearc of that,ho!ds off my prefent ayde. 
So get thee gone : commend mc to thy Lord. 
Withallfay, that the Queenehath heartily confentcd 
He ftiould cfpoufe Elizabeth hir daughter. 
But tell mc,whcxe is Princely Richmond now > 

Chri. At Penbroke,or at Hertford Weft in Wales* 

Der. WhatmcnofNamereforttohjm. 

Chri % Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Souldier, 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir mUiam Stanley, 
Oxford, redoubted Pjembroke, Sir lames Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew, 
And many other of great name and worth: 
And towards London do they bend their power, 
If by the way they be not fought withall. 

Der* Well hye thee to thy Lord : I kifle his hand, 
My Letter will refolue him of my minde. 
Farewell, Exeunt 


ABus 0 uintus. Scena Trim a. 


Enter Tracking* am with Halberds Jed 
to Execution. 

Bhc. Will not King Richardlet me fpeake with him? 

Sher t No my good Lord,therefore be patient. 

*Buc. Haflings, and Edwards children,6ray & TZiufrs, 
Holy King Henry , and thy faire Sonne Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that haue mifcarried 
By vnder-hand corrupted foule iniuftice, 
If that your moody difconcentcd foules, 
Do through the clowds behold this prefent hourc , 
Eucn for reucnge mocke my definition. 
This is All-foules day (FeUow)is it not? 

Sher. It is. 

. Buc.Why then Al-foules day,is my bodies doomfday 
This is theday,wlnch in King Edwards tunc 
I wi(h'd vnighl fall on me.when I was found 
Falfe to his Chiidrcn,and his Wiues Allies. 
This is the day .wherein I wifht to fall 
By the falfe Faith of him whom moft I trufled. 
This, this All-foules day to my fearfull Soule, 
Is the detcrmin'd refpit of my wrongs : f ; 
That high All-leer,which I dallied with, 


Hath turnd my fained Prayer on myheacf 
And giuen in earneft,what I begg'd in i e ft 
Thus doth he force the fwords of wicked m 
To ttirnc their owne points in their Matters b* f 
Thus Margarets curfe falles heauy on mv n J r' 
When he (quoth <he)fhali feUt thy heart wTthV 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetefle i rr °w, 
Comeleade me Officers to the blocke of fba 
Wrong hath but wrong,and blame the due of hi 

Scena Secunda. 


Enter Richmond fixf or dj&lnnt, Herbert find 
others ^ith drum and colours. ' -<\ 

Rtchm Fellowcs in Armes,and my moft ! ou i n „ c 
Bruis'd vnderneath the yoake of Tyranny | % 
Thus farre into the bowels of the Land, 
Haue we marcht on without impediment • 
And hecrc receiue we from our Father Stanley 
. Lines of faire comfort and encouragement : 
The wretched, blootJy,and vlurping Boare 
(That fpoyl'd your Summer Fields,and fruitful! Vines) 
Swilles your warm blood like wafh, & makes his trough 
In your embo wel'd bofomes : This foule Swine 
Is now cuen in the Gentry of this ]fle, 
Ne'rc to the Towne of Leicefter ,a$ we learne : 
From Tam worth thither/is but one dayes march. 
In Gods name cheerely on, couragious Friends, 
To reape the Harueft of perpetual! peace, 
By this one bloody tryall of fharpe Warre. 

Oxf Enevy mans Confcience is a thoufand men 
To fight againft this guilty Homicide. 

Her, I doubt not but his Friends will turneto vs. 

Blunt. He hath no friends, but what are friends for fear, 
Which in his deereft necde will flye from him, 

Rtchm. AW for our vantage,then in Gods name march, 
True Hope is fwift, and flyes with Swallowes wings, 
Kings it makes Godsend meaner creatures Kings. 

Exeunt Omw, 

Enter King Richard in *Armes.with Norfolhe, Rtichffe } 
and the Earle of Surrey. 

Rtchjrlctc pitch our Tent,euen here in Bofworth field 
My Lord of Surrey,why Idoke you to fad ? 

Sur. My heart is ten times lighter then my loote 

Rkh. My Lord of Norfolke. 

Nor. Heerc moft gracious Liege, 

Rick. Norfolkc,we mud haue knockes f 
Ha, muff we not ? 

Nor. We muft both giue and take my louing lord. 

Rtch. Vp with my Tent,hecre wil I lye to night, 
But where to morrow ? WelUall's one for that. 
Who hathdefcricd the number of the Traitors* 

Nor. Six or fetien thoufand is their vtmoft power. 

Rich. Why our Battalia trebbles that account: 
Befides,the Kings name is a Tower of ftrengt'n, 
Which they vpon the aducrfc Faction want. 
Vp with the Tent : Come Noble Gentlemen, 
Let vs furuey the vantage of the ground. 
Call for fome men of found direction : 
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no delay, 

\ Q x Lords, to morrow is a bufie day. exeunt 

gnter Richmotid,Sir mUitm Brandonfix- 
ferd.and Dorfet. 
. The weary Sunne, bath made a Golden fee. 
Jby the bright Traaof bis fiery Carre, 
rL token of a goodly day tomorrow 

Bwdon, you frail beate my Standard : 
Smeforoelnkeand Paper in my Tent: 

the Forme and Modell of our Battaile, 
^c^eadertohisfeueraUCb^e, 

a dpar £ in iuft P ro P ornon our fmaI1 Power * 

Mv Lord of Oxford, you Sir mlliam 'Brandon, 

iLyour Sir Walter Herbert iUy with me s 

Th C Earle of Pembroke kecpes his Regiment ; • 

Good Captaine Blunt, bcare my goodnight to him, 

A(U |by the fecond houre in the Morning, 

Dcfirc the Earle to fee me in my Tent : 

y C t one thing more (good Captaine) d© for me t 

Where is Lord Stanley quartcr'd, do you know? 

'Blunt* Vnlcfle I haue miftane his Colours much, 
(Which well I am affur'd I haue not done) 
His Regiment lies halfc a Mile at lcaft 
South, from the mighty Power of the King. 

fiebnh If without perill it be pofTible, 
Sweet towf,make fome good meancs to fpeak with him 
And giue him from mc, this moft needfull Note. 

Hunt. Vpon my life, my Lord,Ile vndcrtakeic, 
And fo God giue you quiet reft to night. 

Ricbm. Good night good Captaine "Blunt i 
ComeGentlcmcn, 

Let vs confult vpon to morrowes Bufinefie j 
Into my Tent, the Dew is rawe and cold- 

They withdraw into the Tent. 

Enter %khard > Ratcliffe,N9rfol}^,& fatesby. 

Rick Whatis'iaClocke? 

C*t. It's Supper time my Lord,it e s nine a clockc. 

King. J will not fup to night, 
Giue me fome Inke and Paper : 
What, is my Beauer caficr then it was f 
And all my Armour laid into my Tent ? 

C4t . It is my Liege : and all things are in readinefle. 

Rich, Good Norrolke,hye thee to thy charge, 
Vfc carcfull Watch, choofe trufty Cemmcl*, 

Nor, I go my Lord. 

fyeb. Stir with the Larke to morrow,gentle Norfolk. 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord. Exit 
Rich. Ratcltfe. 
Rat. My Lord. 

Rich. Send out a Purfuiuant at Arrnes 
To Stanleys Regiment :bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-rifing, lcaft his Sonne George fall 
Into the. blindc Caue of eternall night. 
Fill me a Bowie of Wine : Giue me a Watch, 
Saddle white Surrey for the Field to morrow : 
Look that my Staucs.be found,& not too htwy. Ratclif. 

Rat. My Lord. 

&c&.Saw'ft themelancholly Lord Northumberland? 
Thomai the Earle of Surrey, and himfclfc, 
Much about Cocklhut time, from Troopc to Troope 
Went through the Army ,chearing vp the Souldiers. 

King. So, I am fatisficd : Giue me a Bowie of Wine, 
I haue not that Alacrity of Spirit, 


Nor checre of Mindc that I was wont to haue. 
Set it downe. Is Inke and Paper ready ? 
Rat. It is my Lord. 
Rick Bid my Guard watch, tcaucmc* 
Ratchffe, about the mid of night come to my Tent 
And hclpc to arme mc. Leaue me 1 fay. Exit R*tchf 

Enter Bcrbf to T^tchmend in his Tent. 

Der. Fortunc,and Victory fit on thy Helmc, | 

ftch. AH comfort that the darkc night canaftoord, 
Be to thy Perfon, Noble Father in Law. 
Tell me, how fares our Noble Mother > 

Der. I by A ttourncy, blelTe thee frora thy Mother, 
Whopraycs continually for Richmonds good; 
So much for that. The filcnt houres fteale on, 
And flakie dankeneffe breakes within the Eaft. 
In brccfe, for fo the fcafon bids ys be, 
Prepare thy Batteil early in the Morning, 
And put thy Fortune to th'Arbitrcmcnt 
Of bloody ftroakes,and mortall flaring Warre : 
I, as I may, that which I would, I cannot, 
With beft aduantagc will decciuc thct inae, 
And ayde thee in this doubifull (hockc of Arnscf • 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 
Leaft being fcenc, thy Brother, tender George 
Be executed in his Fathers fight. 
Farewell * the ley furc, and the fearfull time 
Cuts off the ceremonious Vowes of Loue, 
And ample enterchange of fweet Difcourfc, 
Which fo long fundred Friends fhculd dwell vpon: 
God giue vs leyfurc for thefe rites of Loue. 
Once more Adieu, be valiant,and fpeed well. 

Riehm. Good Lords conduct him to his Regiment ; 
lie ftriue with troubled noife, to take a Nap, 
Left leaden fiumber peize mc dowoe to morrow*, 
When I fhould mount with wings of Victory : 
Once more, good night kinde Lords ; and Gentlemen. 

Exeunt. Manet Richmond. 
O thou, whofc Captaine I account my felfc, 
Lookc on my Forces with a gracious eye : 
Put in their hands thy bruifing Irons of wrath, 
That they may crufli downe with a heauy fall, 
Th'vfurping Helmets of our Aduerfaries ; * 
Make vs thy miniftcrs of (Chafticcmcnt, 
That we may praife thee in thy yi£rory : 
To thee I do commend my watchful! foule, 
Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eves : 
Slceping,and waking, oh defend meftilL Sleep* 
Enter the Ghoft of Prince Edward> Sonne to 
Henry thefixt. 

Gh to Ri. Let me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow* 
Thinkc how thou ftab'ft me in my prime of youth 
At Tcukesbury : Difpaire thcrcforc,and dye. 

Ghofl to Richm. Be chcarcfuli Richmond, 
For the wronged Souies 
Of butchcr'd Princes, fight in thy behalfc s 
King Henries ifTuc Richmond comforts thee. 
Enter the Cjhoft of Henry the (ixt. 

Ghofi. When I was mortall, my Annointed body 
By thee was punched full of holes ; 
Thinkc on the Tower, and me : Difpaire,and dye, 
Harry the fixt, bids thee difpaire,and dye* 

To Richm. Vertuous and holy be thou Conqueror r 
Harry that prophefied thou foould'fl be King, 
Doth comfort thec in fleepc : Liue,and fiourifh. 

C inter 


